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POETRY: A Magazine oj Verse 
COCKLE SHELLS 

THE SHIP 

"The sky is great and the land is great and the ocean is 

great," said he; 
"And a bird is a lovely thing in the air, and a supple fish 

in the sea; 
And a horse is a beautiful thing to watch, running so 

gay and free. 

"But a ship that is built of land-grown oak, with her 

sails in the wind," said he, 
"And who goes and comes in the very thick of the calm 

and storm of the sea, 
Is light as a bird and swift as a fish, and like a horse runs 

free!" 

THE COWS 

I have seen cows that lay in the summer meadows, 

Hearing the sound of breezes amidst the grass 

While every hair in the sunlight glittered with rainbows. 

Oh, but they were bland and placid and smooth and 

beautiful ! 
Their mates were great bulls with curl-matted horns 
And the bellow of lions. 
Their offspring were playful and gay, 
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With innocent staring eyes. 

Laborers toiled in the fields to find them food for the 

winter, 
And built them against the wind dark temples scented 

with hay; 
While women eased them of milk 
That swelled their udders at twilight. 
I have seen cows that lay in the meadows like gods, 
Breathing forth peace that smelled of dampness and 

clover. 

STREAM 

Like a troubadour riding to battle, 

Flinging his sword in the air 

And catching it 

As he sings, 

The stream comes in white armor down the hillside. 

BROADWAY 

That man has the head of a goat and the paunch of Silenus, 
As he walks down the sidewalk alone conventionally 

going to dine. 
His little bright eyes are glancing, his little hard feet are 

prancing 
As though all the crowd about him were maenads and 

fawns in a line. 
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